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	1. Chapter 1

Chapter 1

Astrid didn't know what was going on.

It all started as a normal day on Dragon's Edge. Hiccup, her, and the other riders, decided to go to Berk for a few days. Hiccup needed to use Gobber's forge, and the other riders took the opportunity to visit their families and relax a little. They haven't visited Berk in a long time and they wanted to spend time with their families without the constant danger of being eaten by dragons or attacked by Dagur the Deranged.

Early in the morning they took off. Astrid didn't mind waking up early, she usually woke before dawn to practice with her axe and train a little, and for her flying was the perfect way to start the day.

Unfortunately, Snotlout and the twins didn't agree with her, and they showed their discomfort openly.

"Ugh, why do we have to wake up so early?" Snotlout asked. If there was something Astrid hated about Snotlout (and there were many things she hated about him) it was how everything he said started or ended with the word "Ugh".

"Because the sooner we leave, the sooner we'll arrive." Hiccup said, for the eleventh time.

The trip between Dragon's Edge and Berk was really long, eleven hours on dragon back, and everyone knew it. If they didn't want to arrive long after midnight they had to leave really early.

The flight to Berk was quiet, mostly because Snotlout and the twins were sleeping soundly on their dragons, drool lakes were coming out of Snotlout's mouth. It was hilarious and disgusting at the same time.

"Hey, Astrid." Hiccup called from beside her. "How long until one of them fall off their dragon?"

"Mmmh… I would say two minutes." Astrid answered. "You?"

"I say five minutes." Hiccup said. "Legs, what you think?"

"I'm with you, around five minutes. Who do you think it will be?" Fishlegs asked.

"Probably the twins." Hiccup said.

"Nah, I think Snotlout will be first. If he doesn't fall off on his own I'm sure Hookfang will be happy to throw him."

"But the twins fight each other in dreams, I think Ruffnut is gonna kick Tuffnut off Belch." Fishlegs said.

"Alright, then. Let's just wait." Hiccup said.

At the end Astrid won. A minute and a half later, Snotlout pinched Hookfang in his sleep, the dragon roared and lit himself on fire, Snotlout woke up, turned around and fell like a rock. Hiccup sighed in frustration and saved Snotlout just before he hit the ground.

The good news: Astrid had won the bet.

The bad news: Snotlout and the twins were awake, and they would start complaining on five, four, three, two…

"Ugh, are we there yet?" Snotlout asked. There it was. Oh Snotlout you are so predictable.

After four hours of bearing the fights between the twins and Snotlout's complaints, Astrid was more than relieved when she saw Berk on the distance. That was why she didn't want to come to Berk too often; if the other teens bother her back at Dragon's Edge, she would punch them in the face and leave. Now they were stuck together for eleven hours, and Snotlout didn't do anything to make it more endurable. Not at all.

When they landed on Berk, the only thing Astrid could think about was her bed. Her comfy, warm, cozy bed she loved so much. Looking at the other teens and dragons' faces she could tell they were thinking about the same thing. Everyone except, what a surprise! Snotlout and the twins, who had been sleeping all day without doing anything.

Astrid walked to her house, greeted her parents and went to her room. She collapsed on her bed and fell asleep instantly.

…

The next morning, Astrid still was exhausted; she would still be sleeping had it not been for two things:

One: her mother was shaking her by the shoulder.

Two: shouts were heard from outside, and from her window she could clearly see the village on fire.

"Mom, what's going on?" Astrid asked worriedly.

Her mother sighed sadly, giving her the axe. "Nothing new. Just another Dragon Raid."


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter 2

"What?" Probably she hadn't heard right. A Dragon Raid? On Berk? That stopped happening since they made peace with the dragons, three years ago, when her friend Hiccup befriended a Night Fury, trained him and killed the Red Death with him. There was no way dragons were attacking Berk, her mother must have been wrong.

"What are you still doing here?! You need to protect the village. Go, go, go!" She grabbed Astrid by the arm and nearly dragged her out of the house.

Outside, it was a complete chaos. Burning houses, trapped dragons, dying Vikings, and screams coming from everywhere. Astrid had forgotten how violent the dragon raids were, she definitely liked it better when the dragons were on her side.

Her thoughts were interrupted when Snotlout, Fishlegs, Ruffnut and Tuffnut came running with buckets full with water. They pushed her sharply without even noticing, hurried to put out a fire in one of the near houses.

Astrid approached Fishlegs once he and the others finished putting out the fire. "Hey, could we talk for a minute?" she asked.

"Sure, what's going on?"

"Do you have any idea what's happening here?" Astrid asked.

"I don't understand." Fishlegs answered.

"Did something strange happen to you today?"

"I don't think so, why?"

Astrid sighed. No one seemed to remember the peace between Vikings and dragons, except her. Great. "Never mind," she said, "Thanks, anyway."

"Wait, Astrid!" Fishlegs called to her, before she leaved. "Are you alright?"

"Yeah, why?"

"Well, you usually are running from one side to another, chasing dragons with your ax, but today you didn't kill anything. A wounded Gronckle was trying to fly away just beside you, and you didn't even attempted to kill it."

"I guess I'm not in the killing mood today." She shrugged.

"Well, that's a first." Fishlegs murmured, though Astrid heard it.

"What?" She asked.

"Nothing. I have to go, see you later." He said, and run off quickly.

"Bye, I guess." Astrid said to no one.

She turned away and started walking again. She frowned, thinking in what Fishlegs had just said. Did she really was that crazy, psychopath, dragon murderer that not just killed innocent creatures, but actually ENJOYED doing it? No, no she wasn't. She was a dragon RIDER, she trained the dragons, she saved the dragons. She wasn't a monster. Not since Hiccup showed her the truth about dragons, at least.

She needed to talk to him. They needed to do something to stop whatever was happening around Berk, and fast. Hiccup was the best choice for the job.

She looked for him everywhere, but it was difficult to find someone while avoiding fire blasts from dragons and bad aimed weapons from Vikings. Everything was exactly as it was three years ago, and she hated it.

'_If things were like before the peace between Vikings and dragons was made then people probably still treat Hiccup as useless here'_ Astrid thought. That meant he was either at the blacksmith shop, or grounded at his home.

She looked the blacksmith shop first: Gobber was working with the weapons alone. Not sign of Hiccup anywhere.

She then knocked to the door of his house and waited: Nothing. The house was empty.

The only other place Astrid knew Hiccup could be was the sky, flying with Toothless, and that was impossible at the moment, so she just walked. There was the possibility she could find him by accident. That's exactly what it happened, actually, just not the way Astrid planned.

She was thinking about everything that had happened when the Nadders approached her. One of them was light blue and yellow, just like Stormfly; the other one was a dark blue and a reddish pink. The Nadders had obviously noticed her, but Astrid was so lost in her thoughts that didn't notice them until it was too late, and she was being attacked by spines and fire.

She ran nearly avoiding a blast of fire, and took cover behind one of the houses. If there was just one of them she could handle the situation easily, hiding on its blind spot until it bores and leave, or maybe even training it, but with two working together to take her down… that was different. For what felt like the eighth time that day Astrid wished Hiccup was there, he could trained those dragons on five seconds, and if that failed (something Astrid really doubted) he could think of the craziest plan to get them to safety that would work perfectly in the end.

The two Nadders appeared a second later, one each side of the house she was covering behind trapping her in her own hiding spot. One of them opened its mouth ready to blast her off existence. Astrid fell to the floor and closed her eyes waiting death to come, but it never did.

Someone had climbed to the blue and yellow Nadder and stabbed him in the neck with a sword. The Stormfly-looking dragon shrieked in pain and terror while the person stabbed him without mercy over and over again. It was a horrible sight to watch.

Once the dragon died, the other Nadder flew away with the remaining dragons that were retreating. Astrid was still a little shocked from watching a dragon that looked almost exactly like Stormfly being brutally murdered by a Berkian, but she still was able to stand up shakily and turned around, ready to yell to the person that killed the Nadder like that.

That was until she saw who the person was. She felt her mouth drop, and she forgot about the Nadder for a moment.

"Hiccup?!"


	3. Chapter 3

**Hello! **

**I'm really happy today because I finished my English test yesterday and I think I did alright. I'm officially on vacations, YAY! Now I don't have to worry about school nor English until march.**

**Oh, and before I forget: Sorry if some parts of the story seems awkward or weird, especially in the dialogues, is just that writing in a language that is not your own is sometimes a little hard, but that is part of the challenge and is the best way to get better. And if you notice that some expressions are repetitive, is because of that.**

**At the end of the chapter there's a question for you, I want your opinion about something for the story.**

**With that said, lets get started!**

**LADI 218**

Chapter 3

Hiccup was… different, for lack of better word.

He was still skinny, but with obvious muscle that wasn't there the day before. His hair was even messier than usual if that was possible, and his clothes and face were covered in dry blood. Instead of his brown leather armor and red tunic, Hiccup was wearing a pure black tunic with a belt full of daggers, and attached to the left side of his hip he had a big, shiny sword, hanging next to his leg.

His leg…

Instead of looking at his metal prosthetic, Astrid found herself staring at a boot; a normal boot from a normal person that hadn't loose his foot fighting a giant dragon. It was weird to see Hiccup with both legs, it just seemed unnatural, and honestly it was a little creepy.

Astrid thought all of this in a second, because the next thing she knew she was running after Hiccup, who had turned around and walked to his house without saying a word.

"Hey, Hiccup. Wait just a minute!" She was surprised at how fast he was, though he did have one more leg than the last time she'd seen him.

"Hiccup, I want to talk to you! Wait!" He didn't wait, he didn't slow down, and he pretended he didn't hear her, though probably everyone in the village had heard her from the way the people were watching her. She didn't care at the moment.

He stopped walking and waited for Astrid to catch up with him.

"What?" Hiccup growled, his tone irritated and violent. Astrid wasn't prepared for that; she wasn't prepared for anything that happened that day.

"I, uh, I just wanted to, uh, talk?" He raised an eyebrow. When she didn't say anything he sighed.

"Fine," his tone changed from irritated to flat in a second, "What do you want?"

Astrid couldn't believe it but she actually was intimidated by Hiccup. She was nervous, stuttering at every word, and her hands were sweaty. She tried to calm herself, this was her friend she was talking about, she shouldn't be nervous.

She tried to order her thoughts. What did she want? She wanted her dragon. She wanted things to be like they used to be. She wanted to have a normal day without something strange happening for once in her life. But mostly, she wanted _answers_.

"Uh, nothing," she answered instead. "I just wanted to hang out with you for a while."

"Why?" He asked, the flatness in his tone not leaving once.

"I don't know, that's what friends do, I guess."

"I don't know, you tell me. You're the one who have friends, remember?"

"I'm your friend."

"No, you're not."

Astrid was a little offended, but she let it go for the time being. She had more important things in her mind.

"Have you heard about a dragon specie called Night Fury?" She asked.

"Really funny Astrid, I didn't know you were the joker kind of girl."

"What are you talking about?"

"Look for yourself." He pointed at his house. It didn't look any different from the house she knew, except there was something black hanging on the roof, as decorating the building. She didn't understand what that thing had to do with Night Furies, but it kind of reminded her of… Oh.

Oh.

Astrid gasped in horror as she realized that the black thing was actually Night Fury skin. Toothless' skin.

Hiccup had killed Toothless.

She couldn't believe it, it wasn't possible. Hiccup was a peacemaker, he loved the dragons, he loved Toothless, he wouldn't kill a fly even if his life depended on it. Hiccup wouldn't kill Toothless, Hiccup wouldn't kill any dragon. Yet here he was, killing dragons and decorating his house with their skin. "You did this?"

"It was my first kill." He nodded. He didn't look happy as any other Viking would have been, he actually seemed guilty about killing the dragon, and that gave her some hope. Maybe the kind, sarcastic Hiccup she knew and loved was still in there. Maybe she could bring him back and make things right.

Maybe she could fix this.

* * *

><p><strong><span>Author Notes and Question For The Plot<span>**

**I don't like this chapter very much, but I wanted to make clear how everything had changed from the world Astrid knew. Now, this story is going to be about Astrid trying to make peace with Vikings and dragons, but is also going to be about Astrid helping Hiccup; that's why in some of the next chapters there may be more Astrid trying to get closer to Hiccup than she training a dragon.**

**I have a question: What kind of dragon should Astrid train? Is not going to be Toothless for obvious reasons, and the other teens' dragons don't fit her well. Should it be a Nadder or one of the new dragons of RTTE? Please tell me in the reviews.**

**Bye!**

**LADI218**
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**Hello!**

**I don't know if it had ever happened to you, but I have this tendency to write something, read it for the first time and think "Uhm, this is pretty good, I'll post it!" But then, I re-read it and think "Oh my God! How could I have thought this was good?!" And then I try to fix it and every time I think is good, I re-read it and hate it and start all over again. It's really annoying. Am I the only one, or it's normal and I'm not crazy?**

**Either way, I hope you like it and I'm sorry if it's not really good. **

**LADI 218.**

* * *

><p>Chapter 4<p>

Astrid kept looking at what once was Toothless (or at least was a part of him) for a few more minutes, until she remembered something: Stormfly. Was her dragon okay? She needed to know, well she needed to know a lot of things but that didn't matter at the moment.

She would have to ask Hiccup, but she would have to be careful; she couldn't look too interested if she didn't want to look suspicious.

"And what happened to the dragons we fought in Dragon Training?"

"What do you mean what happened to them? You killed them."

"WHAT?!" Good job at not looking suspicious, Astrid.

He looked at her confused, not expecting her reaction.

"What gotten into you today?" He asked with curiosity. Astrid cursed herself for her lack of caution.

"Nothing, just hit my head in the raid. So what happened to the dragons again?"

He looked at her suspiciously, Hiccup was too intelligent to not notice that something was going on, but he ignored it and answer her question nonetheless. "After you killed the Nightmare and became a true Viking, the village celebrated you by letting you kill all the dragons."

So if what he was saying was true she had wined the Dragon Training, and killed the Nightmare…

And killed Hookfang…

And killed the other dragons afterwards…

Meatlug, Barf, Belch, Hookfang, _Stormfly_, all killed by _her_.

She suddenly felt the need to throw up. Everything was completely and absolutely messed up.

"Astrid?" Hiccup asked her, bringing her back to the real world, or at least bringing her back to this crazy, upside down world that she assumed was real.

"What about you? In dragon training, I mean." She tried to change the subject, something less heartbreaking.

"I killed the Night Fury, cut out its heart and took it to my father. After that I didn't need to do Dragon Training." Hiccup said coldly.

"Wow." That was all Astrid could say.

"Yup, wow indeed." He said before walking to the house, opening the door, and getting inside before Astrid could do anything. She stayed staring at Hiccup's house with Toothless' skin on it. When it was too horrible to keep looking, she left.

She was beginning to get used to the situation she was in, and after thinking about it there were only two options of what could have happened:

Maybe the Gods were playing with her; probably Loki was bored and wanted to drive someone crazy.

Or maybe, this was a parallel universe, she was sure she had heard something about parallel universes from Fishlegs.

Whatever it was, it was crazy and creepy. She killing all the dragons and Hiccup killing Toothless it still seemed impossible. She wouldn't do that, and Hiccup wouldn't do that either. But they _did_ do it. She _did_ kill Stormfly and the other dragons, and Hiccup _did_ kill Toothless.

This weren't them, they weren't dragon killers. This bloodthirsty Astrid was not her, and this dark Hiccup wasn't the real Hiccup either.

Astrid now knew what she had to do. She knew it was dangerous, and she knew that she could get herself banished from the island if someone found out about it. But Hiccup had proved it was worth it. For her, for Stormfly and for Hiccup she would do it. She needed to do it for Berk's good even if they hated her forever.

It was her turn to change history, and do the right thing.

It was her turn to train a dragon.

* * *

><p><strong><span>Author Notes:<span>**

**About the dragon Astrid should train, I was deciding between a Changewing and a Nadder, and after thinking about what I wanted to happen next, I've decided to use a Nadder. Although the Changewing would be really interesting, I think there's no other dragon better for Astrid than a Nadder even if it's not Stormfly; a Changewing also interferes with the plot I've planned so that's why. **

**Tell me what you think in the reviews: Is it good? Is it terrible?**

**Favs and follows are greatly appreciated.**

**Bye!**

**LADI 218**
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Chapter 5

Astrid got into her house and closed the door behind her; she grabbed a piece of chicken and went to the back of her house to feed it to… no one. For a beautiful moment she had thought everything was normal, she'd thought Stormfly was waiting for her, and once she arrived her dragon would happily jumped around the house, and together they would go for a flight and have a nice time...

…And then that moment ended, and she realized Stormfly was dead; Toothless, Meatlug, Barf, Belch and Hookfang, dead too. They were killed by whom Astrid decided to call 'Parallel Hiccup and Parallel Astrid'.

She shook those thoughts off and headed to her bedroom to get some sleep. She needed some time to process and meditate all the things that happened that day; normally when she wanted to think over things she would go for a flight with Stormfly, but as this wasn't possible for obvious reasons she conformed with her bed instead.

How was this even possible? And more important, how was she going to fix this? Even if her plan of training a dragon and showing everyone that peace was possible worked, things wouldn't get back to normal.

And that wasn't even the real problem. The real problem was where to find a dragon. Her dragon was killed along with the others, so that was off the list. Then there were the dragons of the raid; she had asked in her way home where were the captured dragons to an old fisherman, who answered that they didn't capture the dragons anymore, just killing them right in the spot so they won't lay eggs. Great.

She couldn't do this. Hiccup was the best dragon trainer, he should do this not her, she thought. Well, but that is just selfish, the other part of her mind argued, and she was the second best dragon trainer so why not her? Hiccup had had enough of strange and dangerous situations for a life time.

And that's how she started a mental fight with herself, until she fell asleep.

…

The next day, Astrid went to the mead hall to get something to eat. She hadn't eaten anything since she and the others left Dragons' Edge, so after the shock was over the hunger began.

She walked through the tables full of Vikings, looking for a free table to eat, not wanting to talk to any of her 'parallel friends'. Unfortunately, all the tables were full; the only one that had a space for her to sit was the one with the other teens. Seeing she had no other option if she didn't want to starve to death, Astrid let out a sigh and joined her parallel best friends.

"Hi, guys." She said, trying to sound casual. They all stared at her, as they couldn't believe she was talking to them. Snotlout was the first to get out of his daze.

"Hi, babe. What happened? Did you realized how awesome I actually am, and want me to be your boyfriend?" He said with a smug smile. Snotlout always was stupid, but after a few years he had given up to seduce her. Apparently, Parallel Snotlout was even stupider than her Snotlout. One would think that wasn't possible.

Astrid did one of the most effective ways to either get a guy to stop trying to kiss you or get a guy to kiss you: she punched his arm. "Shut it, Snotface."Everyone in the table sighed, either of relief or disappointment Astrid didn't know. "Same old Astrid," Fishlegs said, "for a second we thought you were going crazy."

"Why would you think something like that?" She said, still aggressive.

"Well, yesterday you talked to Hiccup." Snotlout said.

"So?" She asked.

"Well, the only times that you've spoken to each other you were yelling and shouting insults." Fishlegs said.

"Really?" She asked. Astrid never heard Hiccup insult before, she couldn't imagine it, but everything that was happening was evidence that it could be very possible.

"Wait, you don't remember?" Ruffnut asked.

"No, I think I hit my head yesterday. I don't remember very much." Astrid lied.

"Well, I'm Snotlout, your brave, handsome, and awesome boyfriend." Snotlout said. She punched him again.

"I remember who you are, Snotlout." She growled.

"Well, it was worth the shot." He shrugged.

Everyone rolled their eyes. Astrid was going to say something else, but was cut off by the sound of a horn. Everyone stood up, grabbed their weapons and walked out of the Great Hall, in a hurry.

"DRAGON RAID!" The twins shouted in unison.

"Already? But we had one two days ago!" Astrid exclaimed.

"Yeah, we have one twice a week or so." Fishlegs said matter-of-factly.

"It's gonna be awesome!" Tuffnut said, excitedly.

"Yeah!" Ruffnut agreed. And they ran off, shouting and screaming in excitement.

Astrid grabbed her ax, and walked out of the Great Hall with the others. The raids never were this frequent before, apparently the Red Death had gotten stronger. Great. Things were difficult as it were, before the giant, crazy queen dragon got even bigger!

She shook those thoughts away. Maybe this time she could finally find a dragon; that was her goal at the moment: find a dragon and train it. But she would need Hiccup's bola launcher, and that would make her ask him, and that wouldmake them have a conversation, and thatwould probably end with he walking away from her rudely and her standing dumbfounded like a fool. She didn't want that, but she really needed the bola launcher, so she soon found herself running, avoiding dragons and Vikings, looking for Hiccup.

She found him near the beach fighting with a Nadder, the same Nadder from the last raid. He tried to stab the dragon with his sword, but it got away just before he could hit it. The dragon backed away a few steps and threw spikes at him instead which he nearly avoided. Then, the Deadly Nadder spit fire at both of his sides, burning his right arm and making a circle of fire around him, blocking a way of escape. He was trapped, just like Astrid was the last raid. She had no time to make a plan, she grabbed her ax and threw it to the dragon, trying not to hurt it. She had aimed for the back where there shouldn't be any damages, but unfortunately the dragon moved at that moment, and the axe hit its right wing.

The dragon snarled in pain, stopped attacking Hiccup and put its attention on her. Astrid without a plan and without a weapon, turn around and ran as the Nadder followed after her.

She ran towards the village, looking for a shield or ax that helped to defend herself. All the dragons were retreating with the food, except this one, who seemed determined to kill her and Hiccup. All the villagers that were cleaning everything up noticed this and approached the dragon, weapons aimed. When the Nadder saw its disadvantage on the fight, it gave Astrid a low growl, shot her another spike, and flew off.

Astrid kept watching as the Nadder flew away. It didn't fly very well, more like stumbling through the sky, and making pained sounds. The ax must have hurt its wing worse than Astrid had first thought. Well looking at the bright side, at least she didn't have to ask for the bola launcher after all. She had downed a dragon all by herself. Not that she was proud of it, it just relieved her that she wouldn't have to ask Hiccup.

Speaking of which…

Hiccup approached her, holding his right arm with his left one, and looking at her intensely, his emerald eyes almost shining with the moonlight. Sometimes with everything that was going on at Dragon's Edge, Astrid forgot how handsome Hiccup really was, but then she took a little time to look closer and remembered it: He was pretty hot. They were just friends, but Astrid always thought they could become something more, but that was before all of this happened.

She shook her head and looked at Hiccup, waiting for him to talk. "Uhm, hey Astrid." He said, looking beyond awkward. He obviously wasn't used to having a friendly conversation with anyone.

"Hello, Hiccup." She greeted. "What did you want to tell me?"

"Well, I wanted to thank you." He said, taking her by surprise.

"Thank me? For what?" She asked.

"For saving me. I thought I was gonna die back there, and you save me, putting yourself in danger in the process. So, yeah, thanks." He looked embarrassed.

"Is nothing Hiccup. You did the same for me the last raid. Thank you for that, by the way."

"Uh, yeah, you're welcome." He said. He started to turn away and leave, but Astrid stopped him.

"Hiccup, wait." He looked at her curiously.

"What is it?" He asked.

"I was thinking about everything that happened and… I don't know what happened to us, but today's raid is proof that we are a good team. If we work together instead of compete against each other I think we would do great things." Astrid said honestly.

Hiccup thought about it for a few moments and responded. "A team? I kinda like the sound of that." He said, and then smiled. Astrid smiled too.

"Great, then I guess we're partners, partner." She said, still smiling widely.

"But Astrid," He said, "I warn you, in case you haven't realized yet, I'm not an easy person to deal with." He warned her. Her smile didn't change.

"Don't worry, I like the challenges."
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Chapter 6

The next day, Astrid returned to the Great Hall to eat, only this time she walked past the other teens' table and sat with Hiccup.

Everything was finally starting to look promising: She and Hiccup were slowly but surely becoming friends, and only that was a huge improvement. Then, there was the dragon training thing, the Deadly Nadder should be near the woods, wounded, and with a little luck, she could train it.

But she would worry about it the next day, because at the moment all she wanted was to enjoy her friend's company. Hiccup still was quiet as he was before Toothless, except he didn't stutter and was more violent than shy, but that was just another way of blocking people out. It didn't matter, because she already was on her way of finding the Hiccup she knew and loved. He was in there, and he already was starting to come out. All it takes is someone to believe on him, as Toothless did before and as she was doing right now.

Astrid finished her meal and walked out with Hiccup next to her. As they walked, she noticed some of the villagers looking at them: they looked at her, looked at Hiccup, and looked at her again, dumbfounded. They were like this at the Great Hall, too. Either of them being friendly to someone was a surprise, but being friendly with each other? It made sense they were shocked!

Hiccup had a few things to do at the forge and Astrid decided to go with him, with the excuse that she needed a new axe. Well, she did need an ax, and he knew it so it wasn't a big deal.

She watched him make weapons for hours, amazed by how many details he put into them. Everything he did to them was for a specific task; he used different types of metal depending whether he wanted it to be lighter or sharper.

When he was done with most of the job, it was already three in the morning, but neither of them were tired. They'd talked all night about everything, and they didn't want to end the conversation yet. Without the teens and the other villagers it was easier for Hiccup to be himself, he didn't run from Astrid anymore. He felt he could be open with her, he felt something had changed in her, and Hiccup liked it. Maybe he could change too.

When he was done with everything, he and Astrid walked out of the blacksmith shop side by side.

Astrid wasn't a sweet, cute girl who thought in unicorns and rainbows and wanted to find a man that did everything for her. She was a warrior, she liked target practicing with her axe, and shoot at things with her dragon. But even Astrid Hofferson liked boys, and ever since they were fifteen she had a thing for Hiccup. She tried to get over it, but in this three years Hiccup had gone more… mmh, how could she explain this… well, hot. And Parallel Hiccup was even hotter, so as well as she tried, Astrid couldn't stop the butterflies on her belly from coming.

They walked in silence, both lost in their thoughts that were actually really alike. When they arrived at Astrid's house, neither of them made a move to walk away. They just stayed in the front of her house, not wanting to move away but without the courage of saying so.

Astrid slowly took his hand on hers carefully, as if she was dealing with a wild dragon and didn't want to startle it, when he didn't take it back she looked at him and he looked at her, and that was all it took before they found themselves on a passionate kiss.

Astrid kissed him for everything that had happened since she woke up that morning in that world; she kissed him for all the times she wanted to kiss him and didn't dare to do it; she kissed him because he was the closest thing to the guy she loved, and she kissed him because maybe she wouldn't dare after.

Hiccup kissed her for all the horrible things that he had gone through in his life; he kissed her for all the times he wanted to kiss her but didn't dare to; he kissed her because she believed in him; he kissed her because after all these years he could let her see the real him and she liked him for that; and he kissed her because he wanted to feel her lips in his, even if they didn't dare doing it again afterwards.

They didn't want to stop the kiss, but they needed to breathe, so reluctantly separated. They were shocked, breathing heavily and looking at each other, incredulous. He smiled nervously and she smiled back. With renewed confidence they kissed again. She took both of his hands on hers and caressed his arms softly, and… stopped.

Astrid had felt something on his wrists. They stopped kissing abruptly. Hiccup went stiff and tried to push his hands away from her but she had a death grip on them. She rolled his sleeves to the elbow and turned his arm, revealing bloody marks and scars all over his wrists.

Scars made from a dagger. Hiccup's own dagger.

Hiccup had been cutting himself.

* * *

><p><strong><span>Author Notes <span>**

**Is this too much? Because I wasn't sure to put it or not, but at the end I decided to put it because I thought that it would show just how much damaged Hiccup really is. But I'm still not sure about it, so please tell me your thoughts in the reviews.**

**Sorry if some sentences seemed awkward or if there were grammar mistakes. Bye!**

**LADI218**
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Chapter 7

After her discovery, both Astrid and Hiccup stayed silent, not daring to move a muscle.

Hiccup was ashamed, but not for doing what he did; he didn't regret it and he would probably do it again. No, he was ashamed because Astrid found out about it.

Cutting himself was a secret, his secret. It was something personal he did when he couldn't go on, when the pain was too much to bare. He did it when everything felt empty, when everyone seemed fake. When he cut himself he felt more real, in those brief moments he was happy, more alive. The only bad part of it was when he had to stop and go back to his colorless life, waiting for the next opportunity to do it again.

Sometimes, he thought about not stopping, just letting the blood fall drop by drop, and wait for death to take him. The only thing that stopped him from doing so was his mother, who had died protecting him, if it hadn't been for her, he would have killed himself years ago.

Now, Astrid knew about his secret, his weakness, and she would probably tell the whole village about it. She would tell his _father_ about it. He could already imagine his father yelling at him, hitting him for doing such thing. But he didn't understand. No one did. Once Astrid told his father, everything would be over.

Astrid on the other hand, couldn't care less about the villagers or Stoick the Vast. She was too worried to care about anything except her friend.

Astrid couldn't believe Hiccup had done this. She couldn't imagine someone doing this to themselves, especially not him. She knew Hiccup had suffered a lot when they were younger, but she never thought that if Toothless hadn't save him he would start doing… _this_.

She looked at him, trying to find a reasonable explanation for what she had just seen. She only found one: Hiccup suffered much more than he was letting on. It broke Astrid's heart in a million pieces.

"How long have you being doing this?" She asked once she found her voice.

He looked at her with his beautiful emerald eyes that for once were full of emotion, the first indifference towards her long forgotten. "I don't remember," He whispered back, "it's been a while."

This couldn't go on, Astrid decided. She would stop him before he does something crazy. She would save him. He was too important to her, she couldn't lose him. She wouldn't let anyone hurt Hiccup, not even himself.

She came closer to Hiccup and kissed him once again. She tried to explain with that kiss what she couldn't put into words. She tried to express how much she loved him, how much she needed him, how important he really was to her.

The kiss ended and they looked at each other, their hearts pounding against their chests in unison, as if they were one.

"Don't do it again, Hiccup." She said, not talking about the kiss.

"I won't. I promise."

"And Hiccup?"

"Yes?"

"I love you. Always remember that." Astrid said, and then entered her home and closed the door behind her. This time she was the one leaving Hiccup standing in the middle of the village like a fool, dumbfounded.

…

The next morning, when she woke up, Astrid felt unusually happy. That day she would go looking for the Nadder in the woods, and she couldn't help but being excited.

Astrid knew she should have gone to find the Nadder before, but at that time Hiccup needed her, and she wanted to make sure Hiccup knew he could count on her, so she leave it for another time.

Now, that time has finally come as she ventured through Berk's forests looking for the Deadly Nadder that could stop the war between Vikings and dragons. She had taken a map from her house, and as she walked deeper and deeper into the woods, she put a cross in all the places she had looked for and didn't find it.

It had been hours since she started searching for the dragon and she still haven't found it. Maybe it wasn't as hurt as Astrid first thought, maybe it healed and flew off. Or maybe it was here and she wasn't looking hard enough.

It was getting dark and Astrid decided she would had to come back the next day, when there's enough sunlight to actually find something. But then, just when she was turning around to leave, she heard it: a low growl. She looked up and saw the blue Nadder a few steps away from her, with its tail spikes unsheathed, ready to kill her.

She had found the Nadder, and it was angry.
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**Hello!**

**Today I'm going to my grandmother's house and I'll be back next week, that's why I probably won't be posting chapters for this week. **

**I want to try something that people do in their stories, I don't remember how they called them but is when you reply to the reviews of the last chapter and answer the reviewers questions. Well whatever is called, here we go!**

**Midnight510: Thanks! I'm really, really glad you're liking this story so far.**

**UnbreakableWarrior: Aaaw, well, thank you!**

**Anonymous Noob the 2nd: Well, first of all thank you. Second of all, Stoick had never hit Hiccup before, but he is not the most comprehensive father and he can really get violent if he thinks something is wrong. He would think Hiccup is a coward if he finds out his son is cutting himself, and there is the possibility of he hitting Hiccup in what he thinks would be an act to protect him from harming himself. Either way is just what Hiccup thinks would happen. There is going to be a chapter about Hiccup's relationship with Stoick later on.**

**Well, I think that would be all for now. Enjoy the chapter!**

Chapter 8

Before she could react, Astrid found herself pinned to the ground by the Nadder, who didn't waste a second to fire at her. Fortunately, she somehow found the way to escape from the dragon's claws and avoid getting blasted to death.

Astrid hid behind a near rock, and once she was safe enough, she spoke soft, peaceful words to keep the dragon calm. It didn't work, though, and the dragon fired at her, _melting_ the rock she was hiding in. Astrid got out of the way and slowly backed off.

The Deadly Nadder hissed and growled at the Viking that hurt its wing. It approached slowly, enjoying the moment when it would get rid of that pathetic human.

She came up with a plan. It was crazy, wild and stupid but it was the best plan she got, and it was better than just waiting for the dragon to kill her.

Astrid jumped closer to the Nadder and screamed at its face. "Do you want to kill me?! Then you'll have to catch me first!" And with that she ran off, her hands in the air, yelling at the dragon and challenging it to eat her. She zigzagged between trees; the Nadder followed her, closing in fast.

The dragon roared at Astrid irritably, it shoot spikes at her without aiming which she easily dived. Growing furious, the Nadder ran faster, coming dangerously close to Astrid who was already getting tired.

'_Almost there, almost there. Just a little bit longer_.' She said to herself, sweat running through her face.

Her plan was simple: getting the dragon to follow her and guide it to the cove, with its hurt wing it wouldn't fly off and would be safe in there, and once the wing heal the Nadder should be already trained. It wasn't a perfect plan, it had many flaws, but when you're being chased by an angry Nadder and that's the only solution, you kinda take it anyways.

When she was at the entrance of the cove, she slowed down a little, and waited for the Nadder to jump at her; once the dragon did it, she dodge out of the way, and the dragon fell in the middle of the cove. It shook its head and looked up at her, furious. It tried to climb back up, but failed. It tried it again and again, failing every time. Astrid felt bad for the poor Nadder, but knew it was for the best.

"I'm really sorry for this," She said to the dragon, as it shrieked and barked at her. "I'll be back," she promised, "and I'll bring you food." With that she left, looking for a big basket and food for the downed dragon.

…

Hiccup was reading a book, sitting in a branch of a tree in Berk's woods.

He always loved to sit there and read without anyone bothering him, but that day he couldn't focus on the book. His mind kept going back to the last night and to a certain blonde…

He smiled stupidly as he remembered everything that had happened the last night. He kissing her, she kissing him back, when she discovered his scars, her worry about his well-being, and she saying that she loved him. The smile on his face grew, remembering her words. "_I love you_. _Always remember that_."

He didn't know what had happened for her to become so caring, but he liked it. Hiccup first thought she was just as fake as the others, just caring about her reputation and not about what really matters. But this new Astrid was real; she didn't care about the others, she didn't kill for fun, she was authentic.

Hiccup heard steps coming from his left, he spun his head to see Astrid walking to the village. Her braid was a mess, she was dirty and full of mud, but Hiccup had never seen her so beautiful. For some weird reason his heart began to beat faster, thumping against his chest. He ignored it and looked at her beautiful blue eyes and… Wait, what?

"Hi, Hiccup." Astrid said.

"Hey, Astrid. What are you doing in the woods?" Hiccup asked, curiously.

"Uh, nothing, just walking around." She lied. For much she liked Hiccup, she couldn't just tell him the truth. Not yet, at least.

"I see. But, if you don't mind me asking, why are you covered in mud?" He asked. Darn it, he got her there.

She let a nervous laugh. "Hehe, well, uh, I was walking and I… fell to the mud. Yes! That's why. So… see you later." She said and quickly ran off.

Hiccup watched her walk away, curiously. He wasn't good with the social stuff, especially around girls, but he could tell that wasn't normal even for a weirdo like him. He shook his head, and tried to focus on the book at hand and forget about the Hofferson girl.

...

Astrid walked through the village still awkward about the conversation in the woods. Not because he almost discovered her secret, but because she didn't like Hiccup watching her muddy and messy. Oh, Gods, she was becoming one of those stupid girls that looked at their reflection all the time, and wanted to look pretty for boys. Ugh, no, no, no, no, she was NOT becoming one of those girls EVER.

She shook those awful thoughts off, and entered the fishing shop, basket in hand. She greeted the fisherman, collected a good amount of fish, and headed back to the woods. As she closed the door behind her she bumped into Fishlegs.

"Oh, hi Astrid." Fishlegs said with a smile.

"Hey, 'Legs."

"You're hungry? There's enough food there to feed a dragon!" He exclaimed.

"Oh, hehe, a dragon, that's funny." She said, already walking away.

When she arrived at the cove, the Nadder was still trying to climb out of there. The second it saw her, the dragon grew furious and fired at her. Dodging it, she took a few steps back, glaring at the dragon for make everything harder.

Astrid stayed at the entrance, out of reach, and looked for something to calm the dragon down. And then, she saw it: Dragon nip. Perfect. She grabbed a little of the weird herb, and threw it to the Deadly Nadder's face. It took a sniff at it and passed out, purring.

Once the dragon was pacified, Astrid jumped into the cove and threw the basket full of fish next to the unconscious Nadder.

Now that the dragon wasn't attacking her, she could examine the Nadder better. It had beautiful scales, dark blue and pink that reminded her of the ocean view at sunset. It had a yellow star-shaped stain on its snout. She also discovered that the dragon was actually a he, not an it. He was truly beautiful.

After a few hours of observing the dragon, Astrid left the cove to get something to eat at the great hall, satisfied with her advances on the dragon training plan.

…

The Deadly Nadder lazily opened his eyes, the effect of the dragon nip starting to wear off. He looked at his surroundings, looking for that human to appear at any moment and attack him. Instead of that he found a pile of fish next to him, waiting for him to eat. He sniffed it, in case the human had poisoned it, but it was clean.

Was the human trying to help him? No, humans hated dragons. That same girl was the one who hurt his wing in the first place. But on the other hand, she was just trying to help her friend, and when she found him in the woods she didn't try to hurt him, in fact she had spoken peaceful words to calm him down.

The Nadder knew he shouldn't have eaten the fish, but he was so hungry! And the fish wasn't poisoned after all, actually it tasted pretty good. Which lead him to the previous question, could he trust the human?

* * *

><p><strong><span>QUESTION:<span>**

**¿What name you think would be good for the Nadder? I'm truly awful at choosing names.**

**Bye!**

**LADI218**
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**Hello! I'm back from my grandmother's house! Did you miss me? No? Okay.**

**This chapter will be extra long, so YAY! This chapter is going to be about Hiccup, and Hiccup only. Not Astrid, nor Spikes this time. Oh, and I decided to name the dragon Spikes because, he's dangerous and loves to throw spikes at people. **

**Anyway, enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 9<p>

Hiccup entered the forge and fooled around there for most of the day.

Gobber was one of the very few people he liked to spend time with, the only one that had always being there for him. He never felt useless there, Gobber made sure of it.

Ever since he killed the Night fury, the villagers had been adulating him, treating him as if he was the most wonderful person in the world, even though they were the _exact same_ people that called him useless the day before.

The villagers didn't seem to notice how horribly they had treated Hiccup for the first 15 years of his life. They didn't notice how he had suffered every time someone called him "useless". They didn't wait a second to even think if what they've done to him had hurt him in any way. They didn't apologize. They didn't even realize they had made a mistake.

All but Gobber, the blacksmith had appreciate him when he was useless, and be normal around him after he killed the Night Fury. He loved Hiccup for who he was, not for what he had achieved. In the forge he felt free.

When he was there, Hiccup was happy and relaxed. In the forge no one could bother him, there were no stupid villagers nor a father that wanted to rebuild his relationship with him now that it was too late.

Speaking of which...

Stoick the Vast opened the door of the shop and entered, bumping into various objects in the way. He greeted Gobber and started talking with him, trying desperately to ignore the usual glare coming from his son.

The relationship between Stoick and Hiccup was never easy, but never as bad as it was at the moment. Stoick always thought that if Hiccup ever killed a dragon, their relationship would improve and they could finally have something in common. As it turns out when Hiccup did kill a dragon he began to become indifferent, not only with Stoick but with everybody (except for Gobber).

Hiccup started to be more aggressive, more violent. Every raid he killed every dragon that stood in his way, and insult the people who tried to congratulate him for it. He got in fights with the other teens and did everything to isolate himself from the rest of the village. Stoick couldn't understand what had happened to his son.

Hiccup on the other hand knew what had happened to him perfectly, and he knew whose fault was it. Stoick the Vast was supposed to protect him, he was supposed to love him no matter what. But at the end, he was the fakest of them all. Stoick had always ignored him, pretended Hiccup didn't exist, and when he killed the Night Fury, Stoick finally noticed him, but it was too late.

Something broke in Hiccup when he killed the dragon. He had always wanted to be accepted by the village, he wanted to become one of them, he wanted to help the villagers as a chief would. But once he got it, Hiccup realized the villagers were wrong. They lied to others and themselves, thinking they killed dragons to protect the village; they didn't kill dragons to protect the village, they did it for fame and honor, they did it for power. It was disgusting, and Hiccup was part of that.

Since that day, Hiccup started to depreciate the villagers. He made sure they knew he hated them; he wanted them to know he didn't want to be near them nor had anything to do with them. Especially Stoick.

Hiccup stood behind Gobber, glaring at the person who he once called father. Stoick couldn't avoid his glare anymore and he looked pleadingly at him, as every time he wanted to get closer to his son and talk, and, as always, Hiccup ignored it.

"Hiccup…" Stoick began.

"I'm leaving Gobber," Hiccup said to his mentor, heading for the door. Gobber used to the exchanges between father and son didn't say anything, knowing it would be useless to try to reason with Hiccup. "I'll be back. Probably."

Hiccup left Gobber and Stoick in the shop and headed to his "home", and by home I mean the place where he slept and lived in when it was too cold to be in the woods. For Hiccup, a real home didn't exist and would never exist.

He entered the house and climbed upstairs to his room, tiptoeing, trying to be completely silent though there wasn't anyone to hear him; it was the custom of avoiding people. He collapsed in his bed and closed his eyes, instantly falling asleep.

And then, the nightmares began.

_He was at the woods, laying on the grass, confused and dizzy. What was happening? He stood up and headed back to the village when he heard something: a low growl coming from his left. _

_He turned around and found himself face to face with the offspring of lightning and death itself. Hiccup instinctively went for his sword, but it wasn't there; it was at one corner of his room where he had left it before going to sleep._

_'This is just a dream,' Hiccup reminded himself. 'This is not real.'_

_His thoughts were interrupted when the Night Fury pinned him to the ground screaming in his ear and scratched him in the chest with its claw._

_ He was suddenly blinded by a terrible pain. There wasn't anything to do. He couldn't move, he couldn't think, the pain was unbearable. He closed his eyes and waited the dragon to end the torture, but it was gone. _

_Hiccup clutched the wound with his left arm (his right arm was still healing from the last raid) and crawled away. He half stumbled, half ran to the village. The sides of his vision were blackening and he was weak from the blood lost, but was strong enough to stay conscious and get a healer._

_"Help!" He shouted to the villagers walking around him, but they just ignored him with a disappointed expression in their faces. "Please, help me. I'm wounded!" He heard laughs from behind him, when he turned around, he found Snotlout and the twins laughing their heads off, pointing at him._

_"Look at him! Crying for help like a little baby girl," Snotlout said laughing. "I always knew you were Useless, Hiccup. That dragon killing thing was just a fluke, you have always been and you will always be Hiccup the Useless." _

_That hurt, but Hiccup could handle it. He was more worried about the wound in his chest than Snotlout and the twins. People kept ignoring him as he shouted for help. Stoick the Vast walked from the Great Hall at that very moment, and as he didn't have a choice, he stumbled towards his "father", trying to not to lose consciousness._

_"Stoick!" He looked at him. "Help me. I need a healer."_

_Stoick laughed. "Do you really think I'm going to waste the healer's time with you? You're a runt. The only reason we haven't banished you from the island yet is because I have the disgrace of being your father. Deal with it on your own, like a Viking." He then left, and Hiccup was on his own once again._

_Just when he was about to give up, Hiccup saw a blonde haired girl walking towards him. Astrid. She would help him. _

_"A-astrid. The… the Night F-fury, it hurt… hurt me in the chest. P-please take me to… to the healer." Astrid didn't move. She gave him a cold smile instead._

_"And why would I do something like that?" She asked. "Without you in the way I'll finally become the best dragon killer in Berk. I'll finally get the recognition I deserve."_

_"B-but you… but I thought t-that you a-and me…"_

_"You really thought I cared about you? You thought that I loved you? Who could love a pathetic runt? It doesn't matter how much dragons you kill, you'll always be a disappointment, a mistake." _

_Hearing it from Snotlout and the twins was something he could bear, but hearing it from one of the few people he trusted? It was horrible. With his heart broken, and weak from the blood loss, Hiccup fell to the ground and finally lost consciousness._

Hiccup woke up and bolted upright, breathing heavily. His face was covered in both sweat and tears. He tried to calm down, but found out it was impossible. Still shocked from the dream he went downstairs and drank a glass of water.

'It was just a dream. Calm down, it was just a dream. You're fine.' He said to himself, but it didn't help at all. It felt so real, he even could still feel pain in the chest as if the Night Fury had actually hurt him.

This was a warning. He needed to be more cautious. Just because Astrid was being nice for the last week didn't mean that she was a totally new person. He had let his teenage impulses take over and didn't think things logically. He couldn't forgive the village just because a pretty girl was being good with him for a few days. Astrid would play with him a little and then forget about him. It was already happening actually, she spend all the day in the woods and didn't let him come with her, and every time he asked what she had been doing she never answered him and invented excuses. It was stupid of him to think he could trust someone, to think he could have a friend.

It all was painfully obvious.

Astrid was just playing with him. Getting him to trust her before stabbing him in the back.

He couldn't trust anyone. He was all by himself again.

Maybe it was for the best.
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Chapter 10

Another day had passed. Another dragon training lesson had been completed.

Spikes, as beautiful as he was, was really rebellious and apparently loved to make Astrid's life impossible. Everything she commanded him to do, he would do the exact opposite; that same afternoon, for example, she had said him to "calm down", Spikes instead had throw her to the lake and kept running around like a crazy Terrible Terror.

It was exhausting, but bit by bit, Astrid was bonding with the Nadder. The first two days, Spikes stayed as far as possible from her, only allowing her to get closer to feed him; he didn't let her touching him either, which made everything harder at the time of doing the 'hand thing' that is essential when you train a dragon.

The next days, he let her come close and touch his scales for a second. At the end of the week, he was begging for a rub in the stomach. That day, she finally could do the 'hand thing' and finished the bond. Now everything should be easier. Probably.

His wing was starting to heal too, but the dragon didn't seem to want to leave. Maybe he was getting attached to her, maybe he didn't want to leave after all. Or maybe he just wanted to wait until his wing was fully healed and then go without caring about anything. With Spikes you couldn't be sure of anything.

But now that she had finally trained the dragon and she thought that everything was getting fixed, her relationship with Hiccup worsened. Something happened between them, but Astrid had no idea what it was.

He started avoiding her, trying his best to ignore her; he went back to using the flat tone every time she managed to talk with him, always using a bored expression. He didn't even eat at the Great Hall, and Astrid was sure it was because of her. She couldn't understand what had happened; she hadn't done anything for him to act like that.

One thing was for sure: Dark Hiccup had come back; the question is why. You don't change like that from one day to another without a motive. Something made him change his mind about being her friend (and maybe something more?).

Astrid hated that dark side of Hiccup, but it was kind of understandable: without Toothless there was no one to make Hiccup feel respected and loved, no one to show him what he was capable of, no one he could put his trust in. No one to be his friend.

And suddenly, a girl that never seemed to care about him, wants to be his friend and treats him nicely; they have a nice time, they kiss and she discovers that he was cutting himself; he tells her everything and opens his heart to that girl. But then, he realizes that that girl has been there for 18 years; he realizes that that girl was the same person that 3 years ago was obsessed with killing dragons and bringing glory to her family, the same girl he was discussing and insulting just a few weeks ago. And then, he probably asks himself whether to trust her or not. Logically, he doesn't.

It all made sense now.

That's probably what had happened, that's why Hiccup was acting like that. She couldn't blame him; Hiccup had all the right in the world to don't trust her. Astrid wouldn't trust herself hadn't she known what was going on.

Spikes' growls brought her back to Earth. He was growling at the sky as dragons started to appear from the fog. Another dragon raid, she totally forgot about it. Spikes came a little closer to her and unsheathed his tail spines, ready to protect Astrid if a dragon got in the Cove and tried to hurt his friend. Astrid laughed at her Nadder's protectiveness; apparently they were truly friends now.

"Aaw, so you do care after all!" She said teasingly. The Nadder grumbled. "I'm sorry, mister, but I have to help the others. Oh, don't look at me like that, you know I have to go. I'll be back after the raid."

"_You better be,_" Spikes answered although he knew his human wouldn't understand him. _"And bring me chicken!"_

…

By now, Astrid knew the drill. Avoiding fire, avoiding axes, putting out fires, etc, etc, etc.

Contrary to what she told Spikes, Astrid wasn't there to help the others; she was there because Hiccup was probably fighting dragons somewhere near, and she needed to speak with him and apologize, and the raids were the perfect place because he couldn't run away from her that easily. He would have to listen to her whether he liked it or not.

Hiccup was at Berk's plaza distracting a Zippleback while another Viking finished it off with an ax. Astrid tried to avoid the dragon's corpse the best she could, and got closer to Hiccup as he went to defend the sheep from a Gronckle.

"Hi, Hiccup." She said. "I haven't seen you for a while, you okay?" Astrid decided to play dumb, as she hasn't noticed him ignoring her, to see how he'd react.

"I'm busy. Go away."

"Saw you fighting a Zippleback with another Viking back there," She said, ignoring his latest comment, "who would've thought you liked working on teams, huh?" She stood in front of him, stopping him from getting to the Gronckle and giving it time to fly away.

"Astrid, what do you want?" He asked, irritated.

_I want to apologize_, _because you're the best person I know and you don't deserve this._

"Nothing, just… why were you ignoring me these past few days?" She asked.

"Do you care?"

"Yes, Hiccup, of course I care. I really care about you. I know that it's probably hard to believe but I love you, and I'm sorry."

"You're sorry about what?" He asked curiously.

"I'm sorry about being so mean to you when we were growing up. I'm sorry for ignoring you when you were alone and didn't have friends. I'm sorry for not defending you when Snotlout bullied you. I'm sorry for everything. I want to make things right. You can trust me, and I'll trust you. What do you think?"

Hiccup couldn't help but smile, relief washing all over him. She was telling the truth. He just knew it. Astrid had apologized; the most skilled Viking of their generation had admitted her mistakes and apologized for them. Hiccup nodded with a huge smile and hugged her tightly. But there was one thing he still needed to know before truly trust her.

"Astrid?" He asked, "You said you could trust me, remember?"

"Yes…?"

"Well, there's something I want to know."

"What is it?"

"I want to know what you've been doing in the woods."
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Chapter 11

"Uhm, what?"

"You hear me. I want to know what you've been doing in the woods."

_Oh, Gods… Oh, Gods… Oh, Gods… What do I tell him now?!_

"I… well, I've… uh…" Astrid stuttered, trying to find the right words to explain everything and failing horribly.

"It can't be that bad. Just tell me, I promise I won't be mad or anything. I'm just curious." Hiccup reassured.

"I-I'll tell you after the raid, I have to go." Astrid said and ran off.

She needed time to figure out what to tell him. Should she tell him the truth about dragons and hope for the best? Or should she keep it a secret and lose Hiccup's trust?

She decided to go to the Cove to think clearly, without the noise and fire from the raid. When she arrived, Spikes was chasing a sheep around, jumping and running while the poor sheep tried to escape from the Nadder. It would have been funny hadn't Astrid had a huge decision to make.

She stopped Spikes just in time before he ate the animal, giving it enough time to get away. In any other time, Spikes would have growled at her or even fired at her for ruining his fun, but he sensed his human's discomfort and decided against it; he really cared for his human after all, though he would never admit it. He nuzzled Astrid with his head, trying to cheer her up. _'Are you okay? What happened?'_

"I'm fine, I'm fine." She assured.

_'You don't smell fine. Something's going on. Tell me.'_

"I'm just a little worried," She admitted.

_'About what?'_

Spikes looked at her intensely, and she decided to tell him what had happen. It was easy to talk with him because she knew the Nadder wouldn't judge her; she didn't need to act fearless in front of him and could let herself be a little sensitive. It felt really nice to talk freely about her problems.

"Well, there's a boy in my village that I really like. He'd been through a lot so he's not easy to talk with, but once you get to know him he's really nice. Anyway, as I said he'd been through a lot so he has some strong trust issues that kept him from being open with others. An hour ago I convince him to trust me and he agreed, but he wanted to know what I've been doing while I was here with you. As you've probably noticed is not going to be easy to explain this to him," Astrid said, pointing at Spikes and herself. "I don't know what to do. If I bring him here he might hurt you, but if I don't he won't trust me anymore. What do you think?"

_'I say you bring him here. If you really want to mate with him you should tell him the truth.'_ Spikes nodded, letting her bring another Viking at the Cove.

"But what if he hurts you? What if he tries to kill you?"

Spikes puffed his chest, indignantly.

_'Please! Like one little human could kill me just like that. I'll be fine.'_

"Okay, I'll bring him and try to reason with him. But when he comes you can't act aggressive, okay? No fire. No spikes. No violence. Deal?"

_'You're no fun!,'_ He pouted, but nodded at the end._ 'Alright, but just for today.'_

"Okay. The raid is about to end, I have to find Hiccup."

_'Good luck! And bring me some food!'_

_..._

Astrid found Hiccup waiting for her at Berk's plaza. He was reading a book at the light of a near torch, sitting in the ground with his legs crossed. "Hey, Hiccup." She said. He looked up from the book and smiled.

"Hi, Astrid."

She took a deep breath, preparing herself for what was about to come. "I know you want to know what I've been doing in the woods last week and all, but if I told you, you wouldn't believe me, so I've decided it was best to show you."

"Okay…?" He stood up and followed Astrid through Berk's forest. They both were too nervous to talk, so they stayed in silence as they walked deeper and deeper into the village's woods. Suddenly, Astrid stopped walking at the middle of nowhere, nothing interesting to observe or anything to see but trees.

"Wha-?"

"Before we keep going," Astrid said, cutting him off in a serious tone, "you have to leave the sword here."

"What? Why? I need it. What if there's a dragon around here? I need something to defend myself if a dragon attacks."

_'This is my chance,'_ Astrid thought. _'I just have to spill it out, and explain everything to him.'_

"That's the thing Hiccup. There _is_ a dragon in there, a Nadder more specifically, and I don't want you to hurt him."

"What?"

"Listen to me, Hiccup. The dragons are not what we thought they were; when you don't attack them they are friendly and loyal. You have to believe me. I can prove it to you, but please, Hiccup, trust me." Astrid said, holding his hands close to her heart, her eyes almost pleading him to believe in her.

Hiccup stayed dumbfounded, struggling to take in this new information. At the end he managed to speak. "A-are you serious?"

"Yes, this is what I've been doing in the woods, training the Nadder. Hiccup, I trusted you enough to tell you this, now you have to trust me and let me explain everything. Please, Hiccup."

"I trust you," He said. "Show me the dragon."
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Chapter 12

"Okay. Just be cool, he won't hurt you unless you do something to provoke him, remember." Astrid reminded. Hiccup nodded. "Are you okay?"

"Yeah, I'm just trying to get used to the idea that I'm about to meet a peaceful dragon that you trained, without a weapon or anything to defend myself in case it goes crazy and tries to kill us."

"Don't worry. He promised he'd behave." She reassured.

"Oh, great, so now you talk with dragons. But I shouldn't worry about it though, because the bloodthirsty monster promised to behave," Hiccup said sarcastically.

"You're impossible."

They slowly entered the cove, Hiccup looking nervously around expecting a dragon to attack him at any second. But it never came. The cove was empty. A joke, Hiccup thought; so Astrid had made him believe that dragons were nice and she could train them as a prank. What naïve of him to even think of that possibility, as if the beasts that had killed hundreds of people could be that easy to control. What a fool he made of himself.

He was about to turn around and glare at the blonde for the joke, when a blue Deadly Nadder suddenly appeared out of the water splashing the teens and leaving them soaking wet. It happily ran around with a few fish in its mouth, showing off its fishing skills.

"Spikes! You scare me half to death, thought you were gone." Astrid said.

_'I just went to catch some fish, since I knew you wouldn't bring me the chicken you promised.'_ Spikes said reproachfully._ 'So, this is your mate? I expected someone more… Viking-looking.'_

Hiccup just stared at the dragon, dumbfounded with his mouth wide open in pure shock. Astrid did warn him before entering the cove, but he didn't fully believe it until he saw it with his own eyes. Some part of him still thought that everything was a joke from Astrid and the other teens, and that soon they would appear from nowhere, yelling: Lokied!

"Okay, Hiccup: this is my Nadder, Spikes. Spikes, this is my, uh, friend, Hiccup."

_'Hello! How are yo- Hey, could you please shut your mouth for a second?! I know I'm awesome and all but you don't have to look at me like that.'_ Spikes demanded. He was really trying to be good and friendly to his human's mate, but it was really frustrating to talk with someone whose mouth was almost dropping to the floor.

Astrid was thinking about the same thing. She put herself in front of him, raised her left hand and slapped him in the face. Hard.

"Ouch! Why would you do that?!" He asked.

"Sorry. It was necessary." She apologized, trying to ignore the Nadder's laughs in the background.

"You are really violent, you know that?"

"Is not violence, is communication." She shrugged.

But Hiccup wasn't paying attention to her anymore; his only focus was the dragon before him. He observed the dragon curiously, his eyes brightened with that amazement and wonder that they always had when he found a new dragon. Old Hiccup was slowly coming back to her.

"Do you want to touch his scales? He won't bite you." Astrid offered.

"Really?"

"Sure. Just walk towards him calmly and stretch your hand to almost touch his snout, then stop just before you touch it and wait for him to put his snout in your hand. Then you're allowed to touch him freely." She said, trying to hide her enthusiasm.

Hiccup did as he was told. He walked to the dragon and stopped a few meters away from him, he closed his eyes and stretched his left arm, just a centimeter away from the Nadder's snout. He felt the dragon's breath in his palm, and then the warm scales against his hand. He opened his eyes and looked at Spikes, as he did the same. He got a little closer to the dragon and scratched him behind his neck while the Nadder purred loudly.

"Woah." He breathed.

"Pretty amazing, huh?" Astrid asked.

"I can't believe it. H-how is this even possible?"

"The dragons are not the bloodthirsty killers we thought they were. They are good and loyal and loving creatures. Not that anyone is going to believe it, but is the truth."

"So all the dragons are like this?"

"Yup."

"Oh." He looked at the floor, the excitement of a few minutes ago vanished.

"What's wrong?"

"Nothing. Is just… I didn't know dragons could be good, it just never occurred to me that it could be possible. And… well, I've killed a lot of dragons in my life. Were they all like Spikes? I wonder what would have happened if I hadn't killed the Night Fury when I was 15. Maybe outhings would have been different."

"_You have no idea_," Astrid thought.

"Is too late for the Night Fury now, you can't change the past. But maybe, if you don't kill dragons anymore and help me to change people's minds, then its death won't be on vain." She said instead.

"Yeah, you're probably right. How did you manage to befriend a dragon anyways?"

"Well, is just a matter of trust. If you show the dragon that you trust it and you aren't dangerous, then it'll trust you and won't hurt you either."

"You seem to know a lot about dragons. Where did that come from?"

"An old friend told me about it a few years ago, I didn't believe him at first, but now I know he was right all along."

"Wow, then you're friend is really good, a little crazy, but good."

"Yes, that would be an accurate description of him."

They stayed in the cove all the day and most of the night, talking, laughing and playing with Spikes. Hiccup made a lot of questions and Astrid answered them all. She showed him which spots most dragons liked to being touched and what things he should never do to a dragon; she showed him how the dragon nip worked, how a certain spot in their neck would made them fall unconscious, and how they would get sick if they ate an eel. Hiccup listened and nodded, his big emerald eyes shining with amazement and curiosity. This was Hiccup, the real Hiccup.

It was already 4am when they (reluctantly) decided to go back to the village. They kissed and parted to their respected houses, with a weird feeling of happiness in their chests.

That night, both of them slept soundly until late afternoon, with a smile on their faces, because finally there were no secrets between them. Finally they could be sure the love between them was real. Finally, ever since she arrived at this world and ever since he remembered, everything was perfect.

* * *

><p><strong><span>Author Notes<span>**

**Ugh, I'm awful at writing dialogues. I'm so sorry, but I thought the scene with the Nadder needed the interaction between Hiccup and Astrid, so I tried. Sorry again. Also, was the end too cheesy?**

**One more thing: Astrid can't communicate with Spikes, those are just the dragon's thoughts that Astrid is not able to understand.**

**Anyways, I wish all of you a great 2016, and have a nice day (or night depending on when are you reading this.)**

**Bye!**

**LADI218**
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Chapter 13

"Astrid, wait!"

"No! You're crazy! The dragons have brainwashed you, all of you!"

"Astrid, drop the axe and let us explain you this."

"I'm not listening to anything you have to say. Now, get those devils away from me and leave me alone!"

"But-"

"NOW!"

…

Stoick was having lunch and doing some of the daily paper work when Hiccup woke up.

It was already midday and the chief wanted to know what his son was doing the last night that leave him so tired. Of course he didn't tell him anything though, because he knew it would be useless. If Hiccup didn't want to talk, he wouldn't talk. His son did whatever he wanted to do and one couldn't stop him because, even when he was irritating, violent and unsociable, he still was one of the best warriors and was needed to defend the village.

Hiccup walked down the stairs, whistling happily, which surprised the chief. Hiccup never showed any sign of happiness before, but now… wait, is that a smile? Yes. Stoick couldn't believe it, his son was smiling!

"Good morning." Hiccup said. Stoick didn't answer right away, he took a time to process that his son was talking with him, and he wasn't being aggressive either.

"Good morning..." It seemed more like a question than an answer, but it didn't matter to Stoick. His son finally was talking with him. Maybe you think is not a big deal to say good morning and you're probably right, but in this case the simple fact that there was a nonviolent conversation for 5 seconds was a huge improvement.

"I'm going at the Great Hall to eat something and then I'll go to the woods with Astrid, is that okay?" He was asking for permission, since when his son asked for something?

"Of course, son." He realized his mistake a second too late. There was a pause. He waited for Hiccup to explode and yell, but he never did.

"Thanks… Dad." And then he left.

…

Hiccup was very pleased with himself.

He had decided to try and forgive the villagers and forget what had happened. He figured that if Astrid forgave him, he could forgive others, and then maybe it could be easier to show the truth about dragons to Berk.

He started with the person he had the worst relationship with: his father. He put his best happy face, said good morning with a smile, asked for permission to go out, and called him dad. Basically he acted as a son would do in a normal relationship. And he had to admit, it felt kind of nice being called son again.

Now, he was heading to the Great Hall to fix everything with the other teens. He knew Fishlegs would be the easiest to forgive and that the twins were so dumb they wouldn't even need an apology. With Snotlout on the other hand, everything would be much more complicated to say the least. Snotlout was too egocentric to admit he was wrong at something, and Hiccup was too short-tempered to stay calm and convince him. Hopefully, Astrid would be there too and help him to get through it and don't mess it up.

He opened the door and entered the Great Hall, looking for the teens' table. Once he found it, he approached slowly, trying to waste all the time he could before sitting in that table, which would probably led to an extremely awkward situation. In the way, he had to remind himself multiple times why he was doing this and if it was really worth it. _Do it for Astrid, do it for Spikes. No one will believe an outcast. You need to earn people's trust. Maybe they aren't that bad after all._

Fortunately Astrid was there, with the same shock expression everyone else had. Probably he should have told her about the plan earlier, but he had just recently made it up and he wasn't even sure he was going to do it anyways.

"Hi guys." Hiccup said, breaking the awkward silence.

"What are you doing here, Useless?" Snotlout said aggressively. Hiccup did his best to ignore the nickname, and answer to his cousin the best way he knew: sarcastically.

"Uhm, I don't know. Talking, breathing, blinking, living, standing, talking... a lot of things, actually."

"Hiccup! Come here, sit with us. We have an empty seat." Astrid invited, interrupting the incoming fight between cousins. Hiccup sat.

"So, how are you guys?" Hiccup said, making (or at least trying to make) conversation. Snotlout just growled and the twins were fighting each other so the only ones that answered were Astrid and Fishlegs. Not that he was surprised.

"I'm great." Astrid said with a smile.

"Good," Said Fishlegs, nervous but polite nonetheless, "How are you?"

"Can't complain."

"Hey, you want to go to the woods after this?" Astrid asked.

"Sure, I was going to ask you the same thing."

"Wait, you're Useless' friend?" Snotlout asked.

"Of course not. I'm his girlfriend."

Suddenly, the twins stopped fighting and everyone stayed completely still, as if they were frozen. Then all at once shouted, "YOU'RE HIS WHAT?!"

After that, the conversation was mostly Hiccup and Astrid explaining their relationship (avoiding dragons and cutting, of course) and the twins asking awkward questions that would make them blush. Fishlegs stayed silent most of the time, sometimes asking a question or telling the twins to stay quiet. And Snotlout, on the other hand, just glared furiously at Hiccup, while he completely ignored him. It wasn't that bad after all, at least it was a start.

When they finally finished eating, Hiccup and Astrid invented an excuse to go and left to the forest. Snotlout wasn't convinced by it, though. He knew something weird was going on. The twins were too dumb to notice, and Fishlegs was too kind-hearted to accept it, though it was pretty obvious something was happening. It just didn't make any sense. Astrid and Hiccup hated each other, and they were never nice to anyone. How come they were acting so kind now? Hiccup didn't even beat him up when he called him useless. No, something was definitely going on and Snotlout would find out what it was one way or another.

…

Hiccup and Astrid chatted happily as they headed to the forest, unaware of the boy following from the distance.

"So, I was thinking in start to try flying with Spikes today." Astrid said.

_Flying with Spikes? Is that some kind of battle technique? Is that what they've been doing in the woods? _Snotlout thought, as he hid behind a near tree.

"Really? You think his wing is completely healed? Because it could be dangerous if its not. I don't want you getting hurt."

"Don't worry about me. If Spikes doesn't feel ready to fly, then he won't fly. You know how he is."

"Yeah, I think you're right." Hiccup let out a chuckle.

As you can imagine, Snotlout was really confused. But he kept following nonetheless, his curiosity growing. He followed them to the entry of a cove with a small lake in the middle, and stayed behind one of the rocks near the entry that gave him a full view of the place.

"SPIKES!" The two teens shouted, just leaving Snotlout more and more confused. Then, apparently from nowhere a blue and pink Deadly Nadder appeared. Snotlout waited for Astrid or Hiccup to grab a sword and slice the dragon's throat, but they never did. Instead they…. petted it? They were petting a dragon!

Hiccup and Astrid were siding with the enemy. If someone found out they would surely be banished. And then Snotlout would be the heir…

But he liked Astrid, he wanted her to be his wife. He couldn't do that to her.

Or could he? After all, she was dating Hiccup, and she always showed rejection towards him. Girls come and go, but being Chief is something exceptional. He couldn't waste this opportunity, even if it meant to get Astrid banished.

His mind settled, he went to find the Chief. He had important information to communicate. He had the feeling that the Chief would be very interested in what he had to say.
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_( D. Edge 1)_

"And that's how I lost my leg and made peace with dragons." Hiccup finished.

"That wasn't what I remembered that happened." Astrid said quietly.

"And what do you remember that happened?" Fishlegs asked, interested.

"I remember you saying that you had shot down a Night Fury, but no one believed you at first, so then you went to find it, cut out its heart and brought it to the village." At that the teens gasped and Toothless growled. "You won dragon training and killed dragons ever since." She said jealously. "You were a real jackass with everyone, actually."

"Hiccup killing dragons? A jackass? I can't imagine it." Fishlegs said.

Astrid shrugged. "Where are we anyway?"

"This is our island, Thorstonton!" The twins shouted in unison, putting their hands in the air to make it more impressive. The others, including Astrid, rolled their eyes.

"We are in Dragon's Edge," Fishlegs said, pretending the twins hadn't said anything. "We brought you here after the accident."

"Oh, right. So what, is this some kind of nerd dragon observing place?" Astrid asked.

"Not exactly. We're finding and training new species of dragons with a device called the Dragon Eye." Fishlegs explained.

"Huh, weird, I still don't get used to the idea of training dragons. Everything is so-" She was cut off by Snotlout, who entered the Club House running with Hookfang behind.

"What is it?" Hiccup asked.

"Look what I found." He showed a round piece of wood with a circle of glass inside it.

Hiccup and Fishlegs gasped. "Where did you get that?"

"Hookfang and I found a new map in the Dragon Eye and followed it; it led us to a cave full of traps, and there, in a small chest was this!" He held it up, triumphantly with a smug smile.

"What is that?" Astrid asked.

"Is another lens for the Dragon Eye." Fishlegs said, jumping like a little girl in Snoggletog.

_I think this could be the weirdest thing that ever happened to me._ Astrid thought to herself as she watched the Vikings and dragons interact peacefully.

…

_(Berk 2)_

"I really hope this is something important and not one of your stupid pranks, lad." Stoick the Vast said, as he followed his nephew to who knew where.

"Don't worry, Chief. I'm sure you'll be… impressed with what I'm about to show you."

"And what is that exactly?"

"You wouldn't believe it if I told you. Don't worry, we're almost there."

Stoick sighed, "Fine, but it better be fast. I have important things to do."

Snotlout led Stoick through the forest, trying to remember the path correctly. It took him twenty minutes to go the right direction and ten more minutes to arrive at the cove, and by then, Stoick was more than a little impatient. But it didn't matter to Snotlout as long as the chief didn't leave, because at the end it was going to be Hiccup the one to be yelled, and he would be seen as the hero who got the traitors out of their island.

"We're here."

"Okay, now what?" The chief asked impatiently.

Snotlout put the best heartbroken face he could do and said dramatically, "Oh, Stoick. I'm so sorry to tell you this, but your son is a traitor; he and Astrid are siding with the winged beasts!"

"What are you talking about, Snotlout?" Stoick said, not believing a word his nephew was saying. "You and I both now Hiccup would never do that and neither would Astrid."

"But they _are_ doing it, Chief," Snotlout said. "And I can prove it to you, that's why I brought you here. At this very moment, Hiccup and Astrid are playing with one of the devils, a Deadly Nadder to be exact, like if it were a pet."

"It is very dangerous to play pranks on your Chief, Snotlout. And you should have more respect on the heir too." Snotlout tried to not show his anger at that last comment, reminding himself that soon he would be the heir, and Hiccup would be freezing to death in the middle of the ocean.

"Then you don't have anything to lose if I show you the cove, right?"

Stoick nodded.

"Great. We'll hide behind that fallen tree over there."

"Why hide?"

"Just do it." Snotlout said. At the furious look the chief gave him he added, "…Please?"

Stoick complied, curiosity getting the best of him. Both of them hid behind the fallen tree, looking at the cove expectantly. They waited and waited. One minute. Two minutes. Five minutes. Nothing was happening. On his periphery Snotlout could clearly see the chief glaring at him; he tried to ignore it the best he could. The cove was completely empty: no Nadder, no Hiccup and no Astrid.

And then, just when the Chief was about to get up and yelled at Snotlout for other of his stupid plans, a blue and reddish pink Deadly Nadder landed on the middle of the cove, carrying two excited teenagers on its back.

"Woah, wasn't it awesome?! This has to be the most fun I had in my whole life!" Hiccup said with a huge smile on his face. Astrid laughed at his excitement, already used to the adrenaline of flying but having fun nonetheless. Her smile faded when she saw the Chief slowly standing from behind a trunk, looking at them in shock. For a moment he didn't say anything, trying to process what was happening; then his face contorted in pure rage, his eyes almost popping out in fury, and he exploded.

"HICCUP HORRENDOUS HADDOCK THE THIRD!"
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_(D. Edge 1)_

"I'm not so sure about this anymore." Astrid said, looking uncertainly at the saddle Hiccup was offering her.

After Snotlout brought the lens for the Dragon Eye, Hiccup and the other teens decided to go to the cave Snotlout found again, thinking there may be more than one lens there. Astrid, in an act of pure madness, had accepted to join them and ride her own dragon, a Deadly Nadder called Stormfly. Now, however, she was having serious second thoughts about it.

She didn't get it. She should have been terrified about her situation. She should have been outraged about this monstrosity of Vikings and dragons not only being in peace, but being _friends _with them as well; these teens not only used the dragons as a better way of transportation or as a weapon: that would have been more understandable. No, they _loved_ those dragons. She could see it in their expressions, in the way they acted. They would die for those dragons, and the dragons would die for them too.

But she wasn't terrified, and she wasn't outraged either. She was being extremely calm about it. Almost as if it were normal that everything you knew suddenly disappeared and instead you found yourself in a place where everything was completely changed. Why wasn't she panicking?

And there she was, about to fly on a dragon with five other weirdoes and their fire-breathing reptiles, and she didn't seem to realize the mortal danger she was in until that very second, in which her worst competition in dragon killing gave her a saddle, casually standing next to the offspring of lightning and death itself, known as "Toothless". '_WHY IN THOR'S NAME I'M SO CALM ABOUT THIS?!' _

"Come on, Astrid. Stormfly isn't dangerous; I can assure you you'll be perfectly safe."

"Not dangerous? Perfectly safe? Sorry but I don't really believe that the big dragon full of teeth, spikes and fire isn't dangerous." Astrid replied.

"Well, in the almost impossible case that Stormfly does try to hurt you, you shouldn't have anything to worry about. You're the great dragon killer, remember?" Hiccup said, teasingly. "Or maybe you're scared," He said, pretending to think. Then, he gasped, doing an overdramatic surprised expression, "No! Great fearless Astrid Hofferson scared? Thor forbids it!"

Of course she was scared, but she wasn't going to let them know it, especially when Hiccup practically dared her to go with them. Her competitiveness won over her fear. She took the saddle from Hiccup's hands and put it in the dragon's lomo almost expertly, with one swift hop she jumped on Stormfly, ready to take off.

"Perfect, then." Hiccup said, pleased with himself for convincing the blonde to come with them. He didn't know why, but he enjoyed flying more when Astrid was present. Even if he had to bare the twins and Snotlout, the fact that Astrid was there helped him to relax.

A few minutes after that, everyone was ready to take off, following Snotlout and Hookfang. Hiccup flew behind Fishlegs and next to Astrid, prepared to catch her if she suddenly fell off. He really didn't want to repeat the accident. Fortunately, Astrid didn't fell, although she did fly slower and with less elegance than usual, not that anyone cared.

Ten minutes later, they finally landed in the cave. It was huge and dark and probably full of traps. Great. Torches in hand, they searched every millimeter of the giant cave, looking for a lens or anything useful without success. It was already night when they gave up and decided to go back to Dragon's Edge.

"Well, that was disappointing." Hiccup said as he mounted Toothless' saddle and headed to the exit of the cave.

"More like a waste of time." Snotlout replied. "Ugh, why did we even come here in the first place?"

All the other teens were bored and exhausted, but Astrid was more than excited about the experience. For her it was amazing: the adrenaline of flying for the first time, entering unknown territories, searching for the lens in that giant cave. She'd never had felt that way, scared and thrilled at the same time.

Astrid had never left Berk before; there were no unknown places or anything to discover, and even if there were she wouldn't had go find them, her only interest always being killing dragons. '_And look at me now.'_

She could understand a little more at the dragon riders. The bond with the dragons, and the decision to help them, it was understandable now. She felt that bond at the moment, the feeling of complete gratitude to the creature that showed her those beautiful things, and the desire to help them, so other people could feel it too.

_'They are washing your brain, Astrid, just like they did to the others. You live for kill dragons, don't let them fool you.'_ A voice said from the back of her mind. Maybe the voice was right, but Astrid didn't care. She mounted Stormfly and took off with the others, feeling extremely happy.

And then the feeling of happiness ended when Hiccup shouted. "BERSERKER SHIPS!"

"Dagur is here?" Fishlegs asked.

"Yeah, and with his armada!" Hiccup answered.

"Wait, the Berserkers are our enemies?" Astrid asked. A maniacal laugh and the arrows that were shot towards them was all the answer she needed.

…

_(Berk 2)_

"HICCUP HORRENDOUS HADDOCK THE THIRD!" Stoick the Vast shouted.

Both Hiccup and Astrid were too shocked and scared to reply. They didn't need to, though, because Spikes choose that exact moment to attack. He looked terrifying, with his tail unsheathed, smoke coming out of his mouth as he snarled viciously at his opponent. A normal Viking should have run away already. But Stoick wasn't a normal Viking; he was fearless and furious, and ready to die if it was necessary. Even if he didn't have a weapon, it wouldn't be easy to take him down.

Spikes was furious too; he was having an excellent time with his human friends, and this Viking ruined it. Not only that but _he_ was the one acting angry. How dare the stupid human to come to his lands and yell at his humans like that? No one treated his friends that way, except maybe him and always in a playful manner.

Hiccup and Astrid watched as their Chief and dragon circle each other, focused completely in their fight. They couldn't let it happen. Stoick was going to kill Spikes and Spikes was going to seriously hurt Stoick. They didn't want that to happen. They needed to do something, anything.

They looked frantically around the cove, searching for something to stop the fight. Rocks, water, eels, grass, trees... Eels! Hiccup shook Astrid's arm and pointed at something next to the other side of the lake. There, laying calmly as if nothing happened were 2 eels, that Astrid had brought the last day to show Hiccup the dragon's reaction. Apparently she had left them there for the night. Thanks Thor for that.

Slowly, they walked towards them and grabbed one. Neither Stoick nor Spikes notice this, too busy trying to kill one another. Hiccup and Astrid looked at each other and mentally made a plan. Hiccup stood behind Stoick and Astrid stood behind Spikes. They mentally started the count-down.

Three seconds. Stoick pinned Spikes to the ground and punched him with his mighty fist in the face, nearly knocking the Nadder out.

Two seconds. Spikes stood up and, true to his name, stabbed the Chief in the arm with one of his spikes. Then he proceeded to fire.

One second. Stoick dropped to the ground, avoiding the fire and jumped towards the dragon shutting his mouth with both of his arms. Spikes scratched the Chief chest with one of his claws.

At the same time, Hiccup and Astrid jumped in the middle of the fight. Hiccup taking his father by surprise tackled him to the ground, while Astrid put the eel right in front of the Nadder's snout. Spikes growled and took a few steps back, looking at Astrid reproachfully.

"Go, Spikes, fly away. We can handle this." She said.

_I don't want to leave you alone with that beast. _The Nadder thought.

"Spikes, please, you have to go. We'll be fine. I promise." Spikes didn't look convinced, but looking at his human begging face decided to comply. He gave her a lick of goodbye and a purr and flew away, occasionally looking back until the cove and, eventually Berk, disappeared in the distance.

Once the dragon was gone, Stoick stood up and looked at the two teens with fury and deep disappointment. He grabbed each by the arm, momentarily forgetting his wounded arm, and dragged them to Berk, where they would be judged by the village.


	16. Chapter 16

Chapter 16

_(D. Edge 1)_

Astrid tried to fly out of the range of fire and don't stand in the way of the dragon riders as they fought with the Berserkers. Sometimes she pointed at one of the biggest weapons that the others hadn't seen for Stormfly to destroy. She didn't dare to go lower, though. She wasn't experienced enough for that yet.

Snotlout, Fishlegs and the twins fired at the ships in general, and then Hiccup and Toothless fired at the weapons and cages that had survived the previous attack. They flew next to the biggest ship, avoiding nets and talking to a red-haired man that- wait a second. Was that Dagur the Deranged?! He looked awful!

Hiccup and Dagur kept talking for a while. Astrid could hear how Dagur's voice raised up as the conversation continued until it became a maniacal and obsessive yell. He then shut up at mid yell and smiled as a… well, as a deranged man. From behind them, hidden from the riders view, a Berserker pointed at Hiccup with a crossbow. Almost at slow motion, Astrid saw how he put the arrow and pulled the trigger, aiming at Hiccup's heart.

Hiccup was wearing a brown leather armor, but that wouldn't be enough; the arrow would definitely past through it, and Hiccup would die. Astrid couldn't let that happen, she just couldn't. Hiccup had been so nice to her, always patient and comprehensive, trying everything to help her. She couldn't let him die now.

So thinking in everything he had done for her in those last crazy days, Astrid headed Stormfly into the battle. The Nadder had probably felt the uneasiness coming from Astrid, because she flew as fastest as possible to get to Hiccup in time.

And she did get Hiccup in time.

Just before the arrow hit its target, Astrid put herself in front of Hiccup, saving him from death and sacrificing herself in the process. She felt a wave of pain coming from her chest as the arrow buried in her body. The pain was so much she barely noticed when she fell off Stormfly; she barely noticed as she free fell towards the ocean; and she barely noticed as Hiccup catch her.

"ASTRID!" She heard the riders yelled, but she couldn't hear them properly. The world seemed as if it were under water, making very hard to see or hear anything. She fought hard to not lose consciousness, knowing that if she did, she probably wouldn't wake up. But the feeling of pain and tiredness was too strong, and after a few seconds she passed out.

…

_(Berk 2)_

Hiccup and Astrid quietly walked towards the Great Hall to their judgment, guarded by two villagers, in case they decided to do something crazy. It was funny, Hiccup thought, that the Chief put so much security just in an eighteen year old girl and a skinny runt of a boy. What did he think they were going to do? Grow dragon wings and fly off? Fight every single one of the villagers and run away? Ridiculous.

Maybe Hiccup should be scared of the judgment or a little nervous at least. But no, he wasn't scared or nervous, as a normal person would've been. Instead, he was feeling a big sensation of awkwardness and discomfort. Everyone, and I mean_ every single one_ of the villagers they walked into, stopped whatever they were doing to look at them as they passed. Some of them had a horrified look in their faces, while other ones looked at them with disgust. The children watched them with precaution, close to their parents for protection in case the Traitors began to attack. Fortunately, most of them just glared which was easier to ignore.

It had been like that ever since the Chief had dragged the teens from the woods and told everyone about the friendship with the Nadder and how they attacked him to protect the beast. After hearing this almost everyone started to shout at them, suggesting to throw them off a cliff, or send them to find the Dragon's Nest by themselves. Gobber was the only one to stand up for them, proposing (rather aggressively and with a few insults) to act civilized for once and make a proper Viking judgment.

So there they were, Hiccup and Astrid, probably taking their lasts steps in the island before been declared guilty and banished from Berk. One of their guards opened the door and gestured the teens to enter the Great Hall, where the Chief, Spitelout, Gobber and the other elders were waiting to begin.

Of course as you can imagine, they were declared guilty. There was too many evidence against them, and they weren't the friendliest people either to win points on the elders by sympathy. Who would believe anything to the violent teenagers that always ignored them and insulted them? Especially when it was against the word of their loved and brave Chief, who would never do anything to his people.

They walked outside to Berk's plaza to communicate their final verdict to the Traitors and villagers. The moment the group step outside, all the Vikings gather around them, asking questions. Stoick put up a hand in the air, gesturing for everyone to keep silence. They did.

"As all of you probably know by now, today I've discovered that these two teens have betrayed us and had joined the side of the devils. Such an action like this cannot be ignored. We've lost two of the best warriors of the village and an heir today. That is why from now on, my nephew Snotlout Jorgenson will be the heir to the tribe of the Hairy Hooligans." Snotlout and his father smiled victoriously at this.

Seeing the guards were focused on the Chief's speech, Astrid got a little closer to Hiccup, who was glaring at the Jorgensons and at his fath- Chief.

"Hiccup?"

"Yes?"

"What are they going to do to us?"

"They are probably going to banish us and send us to Outcast Island." He said after thinking about it for a moment.

"Oh."

Stoick stopped for a moment to let the villagers applaud their new heir, and once it was over he resumed with the most serious subject.

"Now, the Traitors had been judged a few moments ago and were found guilty for treason to the Hairy Hooligan tribe and their species in general; they've robbed our food and supplies to take care of a beast; and we believe they've might been spying on us, and helping our enemies in battle." The Chief counted their "crimes".

"For all of this, the elders and I sentence Astrid Hofferson and Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third to the death." He finished with a hidden broken voice.

…

The next day, Hiccup and Astrid were having their last dinner, courtesy of the Vikings. They tried to cheer themselves up and enjoy their last moments alive, but when you know you're about to die, is kind of difficult to be happy. The latest night they had slept in different cages and had been locked in them until that moment, so at least they had the chance to be with each other before the end.

They eat quietly, not knowing what to say exactly. At last, Astrid spoke what she had been thinking all the day. "I'm sorry."

"What? What are you talking about?" Hiccup asked, looking at her with worry.

"I'm sorry I dragged you into this. I didn't know this would happen, I'm so sorry, Hiccup."

"Astrid, the only thing I regret is not doing this sooner. Maybe things would have been different if I had."

"Maybe," She said, "but is too late for that. All the dragon training thing was my idea, not yours. It's not fair you die because of me."

"But I don't want to live here anymore. I don't want to live in a town where I have to kill dragons. I don't want to live in a town without you. I rather die." He smiled warmly at her.

"You don't mean it."

"Of course I mean it. Besides, I was the one who made you show me Spikes in the first place, and I decided to help the dragons on my own. I choose this."

"Hiccup I-" She was cut off when a guard entered the room.

"Is time." He simply said.

…

Hiccup and Astrid ascended the scaffold, their hands tightly tied behind them. Every villager older than seventeen was obliged to watch the execution, so they could see what happened to Traitors in Berk. That meant Hiccup's and Astrid's families were going to watch them die. Depressing.

Fortunately, the elders had decided to kill them at the same time, so neither of them would have to watch as the other was executed.

In the scaffold, there were two Vikings, axes in hand with two blocks in front of them; those were the places where their heads would end after being cut off their bodies. Disgusting. '_Who was going to clean up after the execution? Where would the villagers throw the bodies and heads? Who had to pick up the heads and bodies? Oh poor Fishlegs, he will definitely have nightmares about this tonight'._ These silly thoughts and more went through the teens' heads as they kneeled and rested their heads in the blocks.

The two executioners raised their axes in unison and let them drop towards their victims' necks, successfully killing the two best dragon riders and Berk's only hope of peace.

**Author's Notes:**
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**Author Notes:**
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**LADI218**

* * *

><p>Chapter 17<p>

_(Berk 2)_

It had been a week since the deaths of Hiccup Haddock and Astrid Hofferson, and the village had mixed feelings about it.

Most of them were relieved that the traitors and their insane ideas were gone for good.

Even for Hiccup it was ridiculous to try such a thing as befriending a _dragon_. But being honest, if someone was going to try it, it surely was going to be Hiccup. They always thought of the heir as useless and dangerous for the tribe until he killed that Night Fury. And then, when he was finally useful, he became violent and more dangerous than ever. He had an absurd hatred for Berk, and no one could understand why. What have they ever done to him? Evidently, the heir had had mental issues ever since little. Good thing he was gone.

But what the villagers couldn't understand was that _Astrid_ was part of it too. One of their best warriors, the perfect Viking, the girl everyone looked up to, was a _traitor_. One of the best Dragon Killers of the tribe was found guilty and sentenced to death for siding with _dragons_. How was that possible? Astrid Hofferson? It couldn't be true. But, sadly, it was. She had been helping one of the beasts, robbing their food and feeding it to it, giving it shelter in _their own_ island. And then, on top of that, she had attacked their wonderful Chief, just for the dragon to escape. What a shameful thing, especially coming from a respected Viking like her.

But, there were other people, that didn't feel happy or relieved. More like the exact same opposite.

Gobber, for example, was feeling extremely sad, his normal cheery attitude vanished. Hiccup was like a son to him, and he would love the boy unconditionally, no matter how much he screwed things up. Watching as the boy he grew to love was being decapitated in front of him was the most horrible situation he has ever been in. The pain of losing his leg and arm was nothing compared to the pain he had experienced in that moment.

Then, there was Snotlout. Believe it or not he was actually feeling very guilty for his actions. He thought they would banish the teens, not _kill_ them. Now, he had been given lots of responsibilities and duties that he needed to fulfill as the heir of Berk, which was not what he expected from the status. He regretted his decision and, unlike every other mistake he had made before, he couldn't change it.

Fishlegs was really sad as well. When they were little, he was a very good friend of Hiccup, the best actually, and they've always had a great time together. Hiccup wouldn't judge him for being a dragon nerd, and he wouldn't judge him for being a runt. Sadly, one day Fishlegs left Hiccup to be with the "cool Vikings", and soon after that Hiccup shot down a Night Fury and became a brat. Fishlegs always thought it was in part his fault Hiccup was so mean to everyone. And who knew? Maybe Astrid and Hiccup did found a way to befriend dragons and to stop the war. Maybe they've just lost a way of making life in Berk easier and happier.

But it didn't matter whether it was well or not to have killed the teenagers. They were dead, and they would never know how things may have ended hadn't they killed them the way they did.

…

_(An unknown place)_

Astrid opened her eyes, confused. The last thing she remembered was the sound of the axe slicing her head off and her last cry of pain. She was laying in the most beautiful field she had ever seen, with a waterfall a few meters next to her, and a peaceful atmosphere with an aura full of happiness all over the place. She got up looking at the place in amazement. Her body didn't weighted, and though it was clear she was standing on her feet, she felt as she was floating in the air.

What was she doing there? And more importantly, where was she? Only moments ago, she was next to Hiccup, about to being decapitated, and now she was there in tha… Oh, right.

She was dead.

So this was Valhalla, then. Impressive.

She should've been shocked, or at least a bit skeptical. But no, not really. She knew it was the simple truth, and that denying the truth was foolish. So with a calmness she didn't know she possessed, she walked around the field, exploring the new place, curiously.

She didn't made two steps before being hit with another shocking truth.

She wasn't supposed to be dead. She knew she was, she clearly remembered the moment she was killed, but deep inside of her something told her she wasn't supposed to be there yet. One day she would come back, but at the moment she had important things to take care of in the living world. Astrid Hofferson wouldn't die that easily.

And then she felt a tight pain in her chest, her vision began to blurry and she fell to the ground. She was dizzy and lightheaded and feeling as if something was dragging her by the legs. She tried to defend herself or at least see what was happening, but her body wouldn't cooperate. Her senses were overwhelmed and her body felt numb. The pain in her chest was the only thing she felt, growing until the point it was almost unbearable.

And as soon and unexpectedly as it had arrived, the pain left, and she entered the world of the living again. This time, the right one.

…

_(D. Edge 1)_

Astrid woke up in a bed, her bed at Dragon's Edge more specifically. Stormfly and Toothless were sleeping soundly on the floor next to her bedside. In the other side of the bed was Hiccup sitting in a chair, leaning his head against her bed covers, sleeping as well. She bolted upright, immediately regretting doing so when a wave of pain came from her stomach. But she was too shocked to care about that at the moment.

"Hiccup?" She said, still not believing he was actually there. Ignoring the pain from her stomach, she leaned closer to him and touched his arm. Hiccup stirred, making Astrid jumped a little. Being honest, a big part of her expected her arm to pass through him as a ghost, and him and the dragons to vanish into thin air. _They were real._ This wasn't a dream, she was really back.

"Astrid…?" The sleepy emerald eyes of her friend looked drowsily at her. Hiccup stared at her in confusion, still not completely conscious. And then suddenly he bolted upright, nearly falling off the chair, wide eyed. "ASTRID!" Before she could react he had her in a tight embrace. "You're alive!"

"I think I am. What happened?" She asked.

"Well, uhm, a lot actually," He said. "I'll explain everything but before I do, do you remember what happened in the battle against the Red Death?"

"Uh, yes. After Toothless saved you from Hookfang in the test, your father disowned you and went after the nest. You trained our dragons and went at the nest with us. You fought the queen and lose your leg."

Hiccup looked extremely relieved at this.

"Now tell me what happened."

"Okay. When we were going to Berk, a month ago, Snotlout fell off Hookfang and on top of you, throwing you off the saddle and into the ocean. We took you to Gothi and she said you got a concussion. When you woke up a day after that, you believed that we still killed dragons and that we hadn't made peace yet. Fortunately, after a few weeks we were able to convince you otherwise. But then, while we were searching for new lenses for the Dragon Eye we were attacked by Berserkers a- and you were shot," He paused for a second, then shook his head and continued. "Y-your heart stopped for a few minutes, Astrid. You were dead. We were lucky Fishlegs was able to reanimate you in time."

She couldn't help but smile at his worried expression. Oh, how she had missed that dork.

"Hiccup, look at me. I'm alive, you see? I'm perfectly fine." She reassured.

"Yes, perfectly fine except for the almost fatal wound in your stomach." He replied, rolling his eyes.

"You're impossible." Astrid said.

"I'm realistic." Hiccup corrected.

"Whatever." She was going to say something more when Stormfly woke up and nearly tackled her out of bed, licking her face and squawking happily for her rider's wellbeing. "Hey, girl, I've missed you too." Stormfly purred.

Soon after that, the whole gang knew the good news, and did a campfire to celebrate Astrid's recovery. She tried to explain what had happened many times, but no one really believed her, saying it was all a delusion from the blow to the head.

Either way, it was good to be back in the world she belonged.

…

In the other Berk, things had gone a bit differently.

After Hiccup's and Astrid's "deaths", the dragon raids became more frequent and more destructive, leaving the Berkians no choice but to leave the island. All except for the teens.

A few weeks after their friends' deaths, Snotlout, Fishlegs and the twins found a blue and pink Deadly Nadder that Snotlout recognized as Spikes.

With the Nadder's help, they learned the truth about the dragons and began saving and training them in secret, just as Astrid and Hiccup did. And once it was decided that the Vikings would leave Berk, the teens jumped in their dragons and flew off, to find a new land to call their own.

They called this new island, the Dragon's Edge, and spend their lives helping dragons and honoring Astrid and Hiccup, thinking how things might ended had they acted differently.

* * *
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End file.
